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CHAPTER XVIIl—Continued,

T -
“l1 suppose s0," ghe answered, “al-
though I think untll very recently

that It was those sixteen townships
of red cedar—that e¢rown grant In
British Columbla In which you induced
me to lnvest four hundred thousand
dollars. You will remember that you
purchased that timber for me from the
Caribou Timber company, Limited.
You said it was an unparalleled Invest-
ment. Quite recently I learned—no
matter how—thar you were the prinel-
pal owner of the Caribou Timber coms-
pany, Limited! Smart us yon are,
somebody swindled you with that red
cedar, It was a wonderful stand of
timber—so read the cruiser's report—
but fifty per cent of it, despite Its
green and flourishing appearance, is
hollow-butted! And the remaining
fifty per cent of sound timber cannot
be logzed unless the roltten tlmber is
logged also and gotten out of the way.
And 1 am Informed that logging It
spells bankruptey.”

She gazed at him steadily, but with-
out malice; his face crimsoned and
then paled; presently his glance
sought the carpet. While he struggled
to Tormulnte a verbnl defense against
her accusation Shirley continued :

“You had erected a huge sawmlill
and bollt and equipped a logging road
before you discovered you had been
swindled. 8o, in order to save as
much as possible from the wreck, you
declded to unload your white elephant
on somebody else. I was the readlest
vietim. You were the executor of my
father's estate—you were my guardian
and financial adviser, and so you found
it very, very easy to swindle me!"

“I had my bhack to the wall," he
quavered. I was desperate—and It
wasn't at all the bal Investment you
have been told it is. You had the money
—maore money than you knew what to
do with—and with the proceeds of the
eale of those cedar lands, I knew I
coulfnke an Investment (n Californla
redwood and more than retrieve my
fortunes—make blg money for both
of us'

“Yon might have horrowed the money
from me. You know [ have never hes-
ftated to join In your enterpriges.”

“This was too big a deal for you,
- Splrloy. I had vislon. T could see In-

‘culable riches in this redwood em-
),n“, but It was a tremendous gamble
and required twenty milllons to swing
It at the very start. [ dreamed of the
control of Callfornia redwood: and if
you will stand by me. Shirley, I shall yet
muke my dream come troe—and half
of It shall be yours. It has always
been my Intentlon to buy back from
you secretly and at a nlee profit to you
that Caribon red cedar, and with the
acquisition of the Cardigan properties
1 would have been in position to do
40, WHy, that Cardigan tract In the
San Hedrin which we will buy In with-
in n year for half n million, Is worth
five milllons at least. And by that
time, I feel certain—In fact, T know—
the Northern Pacific will commence
bullding in from the south, from Wil-
Iits."

I shall—" he began, but he paused
abruptly, as If he had suddenly re-
membered that tact and not pugnacity
was the requirement for the handling
of this ticklish situation.

She sllenced him with a disdainful
gesture. “You shall not smash the
Cardigans,"” she declared firmly. “Yon
are devold of mercy, of a sense of
sportsmanship. Now, then, Uncle
Seth, lsten to me: You have
twenty-four hours in which to make
up your mind whether to nccept my
ultimatum or refuse it If yon re-
fuse, I shall prosecute yvou for frauil
and a betrayal of trust as my father's
executor on that red ecedar
deal”

He brightened a trifle. “"I'm afrald
that would be a long, hard row to hoe,
my dear, nnd of course, T shall have to
defend myself,”

“In addition,” the girl went on qul-
etly, “"the county grand jury shall be
furnished with a stenographic report

of your conversation of Thursday
night with Mavor Poundstone. That
will not be n long, hard row to hoe,
Unele Seth, for In addition to the
gtenographer, 1 have another rellahle
witness, Judege Moore, Your easunl

disposal of my sodai a8 o bribe to the
mnyor will he hard to expliin and
rather amusing. In view of the fact
thit Bryce Cardigan managed to fright-
en Mr. Poundstone into returning the
xlliull while you were awny Anil
S Mthat is not sufficient for my purpose,
“1 "have the sworn confesslon of the
Black Minoren that you gave him five
hundred dollars to kill Bryee Cardlgan.
Your woods boss, Rondesn, will also
swear that you spproached him with o
proposition to do away with Hryce
Cardigan. 1 think, therefore, that youo
will readily see how Impossible a sit-
Ul‘.n you have managed to create
andl will not disagree with me when |
muggest thut (t would be better for you
to leave thiv county.”

His face bnd gone gray and hage
gard, "I ean't,” he murmured, *I
can't leave this great business now,
Your own Interests (n the company
render such & course unthinkable,
Without my hand at the helm. things

M go 10 winnsh™

timber

“I'll rigk that. 1 want to get rid of
that worthless red cedar timber; so 1
think you had better buy It back from
me at the same figures at which you
gold It to me"”

“DBut T haven't the money and I
can't horrow (t. JI—]="

“I will have the equivalent In stock
of the Laguna Grande Lumber com-
pany. Yon will eall on Judge Moore
to complete the transaction and leave
with him your resignation as president
of the Lagunoan Grande Lumber com-
pany.” :

The Colonel ralsed his glance nnd
hent It upon her In cold appraisal,
She met It with firmness, and the
thought came to him: “She is a Pen-
nington!" And hope died out In his
heart. He began pleading In maudlin
fashion for mercy, for compromise.
But the girl was obdurate.

“I am showing you more mercy than
you deserve—you to whom mercy was
ever n #lgn of weakness, of vacillation,
There Is a gulf between us, Uncle
Seth—a gulf which for a long tme
I have dimly sensed and which, be-

cause of my recent discoveries, has
widened untll It ean no longer be
bridged.”

He wrung his hands In desperatlon
and slld to his knees before her; with
hypocritical endearments he strove to
take her hand, but she drew away from
him. “Don't touch me,” she cried
sharply and with a breaking note In
her volee. “You planned to kill Bryce
Cardlgan! And for that—and that
alone—I shall never forgive you."

She fled from the office, leaving him
cringing and grovelling on the floor.
“There will be no directors’ meeting,
Mr. Sexton,” she Informed the mana-
ger as she passed through the general
office. “It Is postponed.”

That trying Interview had wrenched
Shirley's soul to a degree that left her
faint and wenk. Bhe at once set out
on a long drive, in the hope that he-
fore she turned homeward agaln she
might regaln something of her cus-
tomary composure,

Presently the asphaltum-paved
street gave way to a dirt rond and
terminated abruptly at the boundarles
of a field that sloped gently upward
—n fleld studded with huge black red-
wood stumps showing dismally
through coronets of young redwoods
that grew rlotously around the base
of the departed parent trees, From
the fringe of the thicket thus formed,
the terminus of an old skid-rond
showed and a signboard, freshly paint-
ed, polnted the way to the Valley of
the Giants,

Shirley had not Intended to come
here, but now that she had arrlved,
it occurr®l to her that It was here
she wanted to come. Parking her car
by the side of the road, she alighted
and procecded up the old skid, now
newly plinked and with the eggrroach-
Ing forestration cut awny so that the
daylight might enter from above. On
over the gentle divide she went and
down toward the amphitheater where
the primeval glants grew. And as
she approached it, the sound that is
silence in the redwoods—the thunder-
ous diapason of the centuries—wove
its spell upon her; quickly, Impercept-
Ibly there faded from her mind the

1

“Who Is It

memory of that grovelllng Thing she
had left behind In the mill-office, and
In Its place there came n subtle pence,
A feeling of awe, of wonder—such a
feeling, Indeed, as must come to one
in the realization that man Is distant
but God 1s near.

A ciuster of wlld orchlds pendent
from the great fungus-covered roots
of a giant challenged her attention.
She gathered them. Farther on, in
a spot where a shaft of sunlight rell,
she plucked an armful of golden Cal-
ifronia popples and flaming rhododen-
drén, and with her delicate burden
khe enme at length to the glant-guard-
e clearing where the halo of sunlight
fell upon the grave of Bryce Cardi-
gnn's mother, There were red roses
on t——a couple of dozen, 4t leas!, and

these she rewrranged in order to make
room for her own offering.

‘Poor dear!” ghe murmured nud-
tbly. “God didn't spare you for much
happiness, did he?”

A volee, deep, resonant, kindly,
spoke a few feet away, “Who 1s It?”
Shirley, startled, turned swiftly.

Seuted meross the lttle amphitheater
in & lumberjack's easy-chair fushioned
from an old byrel, John Cardigan sat,
his sightless gaze bent upon her. “Who
Is It?™ he repeated.

“Shirley Sumner,” ghe answered.
“You do not know me, Mr. Cardigan.”

“No," replied he, “1 do not. That
Is & name 1 have heard, however. You
are Seth Pennington's niece. Is some-
one with you?"

“I am quite alone, Mr, Cardigan.”

“And why did you come here alone?”
he guerted.

“I—1 wanted to think.”

“You mean you wanted to
clearly, my deat. Ah, yes, this
place for thoughts,” He was silent
u moment. Then: “You were think-
Ing aloud, Miss Shirleay Sumner, 1
heard you. You sald: 'Poor dear'
God dldn't spare you for much hap-
piness, did he? Then you knew—
about her being here."

“Yes, sir. Some ten years ago,
when 1 was a very lttle girl, I met
your son Bryce. He gave me a ride
on his Indlan pony, and we came here,
So I remember,”

“Well, 1 declare! Ten years ago,
eh? You've met, eh? You've met
Bryce since his return to Sequola, 1
belleve. He's quite a fellow now.”

“He Is Indeed”

John Cardigan nodded sagely. “So
that's why you thought aloud,” he re-
marked Impersonally. “Bryece told you
about her. You are right, Miss Shir-
ley Bumner., God didn't gilve her
much time for happiness—just three
veurs; but oh, such wonderful yeprs!
Such wonderful years!

“It was mighty fine of you to bring
flowers,” he announced presently. *1
appreciate that. 1 wish I could see
you. You must be a dear, nice, thought-
ful girl. Won't you sit dewn and talk
to me?”

“I ghould be glad to,” she ansvered,
and seated herself on the brown car-
pet ‘of redwood twigs close to his
chair,

“So you came up here to do n It-
tle clear thinking,” he continued in
his deliberate, amiable tones. “Do
you come here often?”

“This is the third time In ten years”
she answered. “I feel that I have
no business to Intrude here, This is
your shrine, and strangers should not
profane it."

“I think I should have resented the
nresence of any other person, Miss
sSumner. I resented you—until you
spoke,”

“I'm glad you sald that, Mr. Cardl-
gan, It sets me at ease"

“I hadn't been up here for nearly
two years untll recently. You see I
—1I don't own the Valley of the Glants
uny more,"

“Indeed. To whom have you sold
1

“l do not know, Miss Sumner. I had
to sell; there was no other way out
of the jam Bryce and 1 were In; so
I sacrificed my sentlment for my boy.
However, the new owner has been
wonderfully kind and thoughtful, She
reorganized that old skid-rond so even
un old blind duffer like me ean find
his way In and out without getting
lost—and she had this easy-chalr made
for me, I have told Judge Moore, who
represents the unknown owner, to ex-
tend my thanks to his ellent. But
words are so empty, Shirley Sumner,
If that new owner could only under-
stand how grateful I am—how pro-
foundly her courtesy touches me—-="

“Her courtesy?" Shirley echoed,
“Did a womnn buy the Glants?'

He smlled down nat her. “Why,
certainly, Who but a womnan—and a
dear, kind, thoughtful woman—waonld
have thought to have this chalr made
and hrought wp here for ned™

Fell a long stlence bhetweon them
then John Cardignn's trembling hand
went groping out toward the girl's
“Why, how stupld of me not to have
puessed It Immedintely ™ he  sald.
“You are the new owner., My dear
chlld, If the sllent prayers of a very

think
Is the

| unhappy old mao will bring God's
blessing on you—there, there, girl! 1
didn't intend to make you weep. Whaot

n tender heart It (8, to be sure !

She took his great toll-worn hand,
and her hot tears fell on It, for his
pentleness, his henlgnancy, had touch
ed her deeply. “Oh, you must uot tell
anybody ! You musn't,” she erled.

He put his hand on her shoulder as
she knelt before him. “Good Innd of
love, girl, whot made you do 1t? Why
should n girl lke yepu glve a hundred
thousand for my Valley of the Glants?

Were you"—hesimtingly—"your un-
cle's agent T
“No, 1 hought 1t myself—with my

My uncle doesn't know 1|
You see, he want

owWn money.
am the new owner.
ed It—for nothing."

“Ah, yes, I suspected as much &
long time nsgo, Your uncle Is the
modern type of business man. Not

very much of an ldealist, I'm afrald,
But tell me why you declded to thwart
the plans of vour relative.”

“I knew It hurt you terribly 1o sell
your Giants; they denr to you
for sentimental reasons, | understood,
nigo, why You were forced to sell) so
I—well, 1 declded the Glants wonld be
safer In my possession than (b my
uncle's. In all probebility winnhl
have logoed this valley for the sake
of the clear seventy-two-ineh
he could get from these trees"™

“That does not explaln satigfactor
lly, to me, why you took sides with a
stranger against your own Kin," John
Cardigan persisted,  “There st
a deeper and more  polent reasop,
Miss Shirley Sumner”

"“Well," Shirley mnde gtad
he could not see the flush of confusion
and embarrassment  that  erimsoned
her cheek, “when | enme to Seqguoin
last May, your son and 1 met, quite
necidentnlly. The to
had alrendy gone, nnd he was graclions
enough to Invite me to make the Jout
ney In his ear.  Then we reenlled hav
Ing met as children,
gnthered from his conversation that he
and his John-partoner, as he ealled you,
were very dear to ench other, 1 was
witness to your meeting that night—
1 saw him ke vou In his bhig arms
and hold you tight heenuse yon'd
gone blind while he was awny huving
A good time. And youn hadn't  told
him! T thought that was hrave of
you; and later, when Bryee and Moirn
MeTavish told me abouwl  you—how
kind you were, how yon felt your
responsibility toward your employees
nnd  the community—well, 1 just
couldn't help n leantng toward John
partner and John-partner's bhoy, be
cnuse the hoy was go fine and true to
his father's ldeals"”

“Ah, he's a mnn, e s Indeed,”
John Cardigan murmured proundly,
dnre say you'll never get to kndw
intlmataly, but If you should——-"

“1 know him Intimately,” she cor-
rectedd him. “He saved my life the
day the log-traln ran away, And that
wns another reason, 1 owed him a
debt, and so did my uncle; but Unele
wouldn’t pay his shard, and 1 hind to
pay for him." "

*Wonderful,” murmured John Cardl-
gan, “wonderful ! But still you haven't
told me why you paid a hundred
thousand dollars for the Glants when
you could have bought them for fifty
thousand, You had a womnan’s reason,
I dare say, and women always renson
from the henrt, never the hewd,  Hlow-
ever, If you do not cure to tell me, 1
ghall not {nsist. Perhaps 1 have ap.
peared unduly luguisitive”

“1 wonuld eather oot tell vou,” she
answerad,

A gentle, prescient smile fringsd his
old mouth ; he wngeoed his leopine hend
ns If to sny: “Why should I
when I know? Fell again a restinl
sllence, Then:

“Am 1 uallowed
Shirley Sumner?”

“Yes, but you would never guess the
reason.”

“I am a very wise old man, When
one glts In the dark, one sees much
that was hidden from him In the ful!
glare of the lght. My son Is proud,
munly, Independent, and the soul of
honor, He needed a hundred thousand
dollars; you knew it. Probably your
uncle Infornfed you. You wanted to
lonn him some money, but—you
couldn’t. You feared to offend him by
proffering it; had you proffered it, he
would have declined it. So  yon
bought my Valley of the Glants nat
a preposterous price and kept your
pction a secret.”  And he patted her
hand gently, as If to sllence any deninl,
while far down the skid-road a voles
a half-trained baritote—floated fulnt
Iy to them through the forest,
body wns singing-—or rather chanting

W

|n-:|1'||'\

b

HHswer

stnge Roquolin

nnd presently |

old
l"
him

nik,

one  guess,  Miss

Noe

—a slngularly tuneless  refroin, wild
and harbarie,
“What I8 that?" Shirley erled,
“That Is my son, coming to feteh
his old daddy home"” replied  John

Cardignn,  "That thing he's howling I8

an  Indian  wuar-song or pacnn of
trivmph-—something his nurse  tansht
him when he wore ploafores.  IF you'll
excuse me, Mlss Shirley Sumner, I'N
leave you now, | generally contrive
to meet hlm on the trad)”

He bade her good-bive and startd
down the treall, his  stick  tapplng

agnlnst the old logging-cable stretehed
from tree to troe heside the trall and
mnrking It,

Shirley tremendously
She did not wish to meet Bryee Curill
gan to-day, wius  distinetly
grateful to John Cardigan for his nlee
conslderntion in sparing her sn inter
view. She seated herself in the lum
herduck’s ensy-chalr so lately viented
and chin In hinnd herself up to
meditation on thig extraordinary old
man and his extraordinary son.

A conpple of hundred yvards down the
trall Bryee met his father, “Helln
John Cardigan!™ he enlled. “What do
you mean by skalivhooting through
these woods without a pllot? EhY
Explaln your reckless condoet.”

“You great overgrown duffer,” his
father retorted affectionately, *1
thonght you'd never come”  He roanch
ed Into his pocket for 8 handkerchiof

wWhs rellevisd

[T | Fllfl

glive

hut fallal o And It and  senrcehed
through another pocket  nand st
nnother. “liy gravy, son,” he remark-

hler i
\

W nEiaentle, *1 da he'lave T loft my
1k hondkerchief—1tw one Motrn
gave me, tor my last birthday—up
vl I wouldn't lise that handker

# farme Skip nlong and find

for I wult for you here
Lan't hrery

“T'I be buek In o plg'a whisper,” his
son  replied, pnd  sinrted briskly op
the teatl, while hix  father  lenwed
ngninst a madrone tree and smiled his
prescient Hte smlle,

Bryee’s brisk step on the earpet of
withered brown twigs aroused Shirtey
from her reverie, When she looked np
he wns standing tn the eenter of the
Httle smphitheater gasing at her

“Yon—you'™ she stammered.
rose ns 1 to flee from hin.

"The governor sent me biaeck to look
for his handkerchilnf Bhirley,” he ox
plained,  “He Jdido’y
here,  Guess he dido’t henr you”
ndvaneed rown rd
tromendously glnd to you todny
Shitley™ he sated, and paused  besbile
her,  “Fate hos heen singuiarly kind
to me,  Indeed Pve hden nondering all
day ns 1o Just how 1 war to prrmoage 8
private  and  confidentin? Uty ehat
Wwith you., withowt ealling upon you at

(Hhe, Saigy

nnil

el me you wer

Heo
“I'm

sttty hier,

TU M

wour unele’s houge,”

*I don't feel i'ke chatting today.”
she answeread n tttle drearily—aml
then he noted her wet lyshes. In-

“l Wouldn't Lose That Mandkerchlet
for a Farm,"

stantly he was on one knee heside her:
with the amazing confidence that hind
always dlstinguished hlin In her eyes
his big left arm went around her, and
when her hands went to her fuce he
drew them gently nway,

“I've walted oo long, sweethenrt,”
he murmuared,  "“Thank God, T ean tell
yvou at Inst all the things that hnve
heen gecumulating o my henrt, 1 love
sou Shivley,  've loved yon from that

first day we met at the stntlon, and

Ll these months of steife amd repros-

slon hinve merely served 1o make me
Fove you the more.  Perhinps you hiave
e all the dearver (o e heonnse you
secmed so hopelessily unattninoble”™

He her hend  down hin
hrenst; hils great ol patted hee hot
cheek : hils honest hrown gared
earnestly, wistfully Into hers, 1 love
yinr.” he whispered, “All that 1 hnve
all that 1T am=—all that T hope for—I
offer 1o you, Shirley Sumner: and In
the shrice of my henrt 1 shall hold yon
siered while 1ife shall Inst,  Yor nre
not ndifferent to me, dear, I know
yon're not: but te!l me—npnswaoer me-—="

Her violet eyes were uplifted to his
and In them he read the Laswer to his
erv. “Ah may 17" he munueored, and
klssed her.

“Ohe my denr, Impuisive, gentle hig
sweethenrt," she whisperdéd—and then
her nrms went around his neck, and
the fullness of her happiness found
vent In tears he did not seek to have
her repress.  In the safe haven of
s nrme she rested ;s and there, quite
without effort or disiress, she mannged
to convey o him something more thun
an inkling of the thonghts that woepp
wont 10 comwe to her whenever they
T,

row i

PN

(TO BE

CONTIRUED.)

Emaciated Bride Considered Beau'ifu)

Jnvanese marringe customs nelude
n period of rellgious Instruction for
haoth the bride and the groom. The

voung mnn starts his instroetlon by

paving dolty wvisits to the priest of
the villuge, and learning all the com-
picated phrases which he will have

to utter on the day of Kls wedding.
The pupll Is plneed in r tank of cold
witer nad stays there submerged up
ti his chiln while the priest bends over
Lim nod rends the Koran, the perform-
tnking plonee In front of the
chreh,

The gir her preparntions
for the great day by severnl weeks of
semb-starvation during which time she
tukes only suflicient Flee and hot wa-
tor fe,  Beenuse of this
hunger strike enforeed hy custom, she
constdernble welght, an emnel-
nted  bride belng considersd n Whing
of enuty on the Isinnd of Java.—-De-
trolt News

heglins

to sustnin

lisis

He Had the Dough,

Mr. Bloks—Here’'s a 876 milliners
bl Fve Just pald, another Instunce
thut u fool and his money soon part

Mrs, Blinks—1 know, dear, but Just
think how fortunate It Is that you ors
one of those who have money,— Hos
ton "Transeript,

Dost Jove Hife? Then Ao not sqoan
dor e for teet's the sl Lue “
autle wl

HARD TO ANAL wd
Wife Unable to Undurctand Cholee
Made by Her Musband, and He

Is Equally at Bea

My hushand's friends are a source
of never-fnlling psychologleal Interest
to me, 1 um always trying to discover
why he chose them and what consthk
tutes the secret of thelr enduring charm
for him, says a writer In the Contls
nential Edition of the London Mall

Not oone of them really reseimmbles
him nnd some possess [Higle tralrs that
wonld Irfltate him In anvhody else,

Take, for who Is
nhwnys rostlese: In the garden Minging
nhout ke o boy, with the ehiideen
trotiing after him ! In the house, whien

Instanee, Georgs,

they nree In bed. gnmboling Inve<saypily
with the KHten, setting the plionoe
groph going, whistiing, bumin'ng  or
vomping on the plano

e dovs know whni  ropuise
menns, Yol he appenls 1o my honshaned
whose most obvious charnciervistie s

sereniry

warl

and cahn Then there Is Bd
with s absard Inagh, o kind
of shrill enckle that reduces me ta ley
presimism, My husghand rarely sintles
and only renlly loonghs onee In o month
of Sundays.  Nevertheless, thisee et
he some fundnmental basis of
syt hy the two men, for
Edward Is atwavs welcomed heaetl!y,
My hushand
other frlend whom |
gramhbler. e st
Ing. Then he never
meat when Stephvn
o pratile
hushaned's
el sstienl
Ty to metlenlonsness himsaelf
OUE DO APPear Lo See how e
friends senttor things about when they

sl 'l
Bt w iy

goes fOshing with an

privately owll 0

Irir pibonsst alospyrrpehn

hns o ol e

is ar bhaol rendy

bt =elenes, thouo i iy

sympnthies pare  cothplots h g
he

t of his

sty with s, horrow Wig hooks il
elther put them back  in the wrong
Rees oF never retaen them ot wll g
lenve pipes bere and pouches  tiere,

and break ngnln sod ngoln the anw el
ten lnws that rale our househokil

At thmeg 1 osee my hoshand ook pe
Aectingly ot my  Mlemds, ond the
thought fits nervoss my mingd that they
provide hm with the food for speen
Intlon that Lis friends give e

Then 1 reallze that 1 have never
annlyzed my devotion to Mary, or speses
ulated how It Is that Rose's compnn
lonship s 0 perenninl plensupe

I suppose we are frionids now
entise we were children  Jogether,
went to the snme school, or e
happlly holldny making.

Anyway, there It I8, and 1 expent
If truth were sifted from specitntion
cpuses of the some kKind or athers ps
primitive, rule my hushanid's cliviee
0 ls,

frgee
nr
whin

Famous Rosetta Stone,

Rosetin ls 0 town In Bgypt, on th
old Bolbitle arm of the Nile, In the
thine of the Crusades It was o place
of great strength, but was lafer oot
gtripped tn growth by Alexandein, ol
todny 1= 0 small town of less thnn 20,
000 Inhablmnts, The Arabs enlled
“Hashld”  helleving  that  Horounal-
Rushld fonnded the old elty, A
miles north of the town a Freneh ene
gineer In 1798 discovered the Rosetin
wone, & tablet of basalt, with an
scription of the yenr 136 B O dur
Ing the reign of Ptolemy Epiphinnes
The inscription Is in hieroglyphile, in
demotle and In Greek, It wos Honlly
feciphered by e, Thomns Young, tha
relehirntod Bnglish seholar, and formonsd
the key to the reading of the Weeo
glyphie eharncters that have pevenlod
s mueh of the Wstory of the anclent
world, The Hosettn stone wps capne
el by the English on the defeat of (he
French forees In Egypt. nnd I8 now
kept In the British museun.  In (s
hroken condition the tubler mensires
A feet D Inches In helght, 2 foer A%
Inches In width and 11 Inches 1o thick:
ness,
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Canada’s Coat of Arme,

Canada’s new cont of arms. which in
now in the hands of the College of Her
alds in London, with Its motto. A Marl
usque ad More,” nntorally glves au opw
portunity to the Incoreigible punim.er
te declare 1t 18 "adanlesble” and ot
we “shall see what we shall s’ i}
brings out o polnt that hns Gften o
zled those who speak of the Dol

without knowing why it should by se
designnted It is sold thnt, whon w
wins helng decided what the carb

colon'es  Thint  compnse  he  pirvsont
Canadon should be enlled ane i
councilors suggested “dowbneen, ool

guoted from the seventy-secomd Peniinm

“He shinll have dominlon Tron t
Ken”  The motto “A Marl osigue o
More™ I8 not o eanting modito byl
echoes the freedomn of thought thot s
enrrlid, not only from sen 10 son bt
woross the sen to the mother counly
—hristinn Bcelence Monltor
Red Indians In Pageants

“Intlang have n great denl of drr
mutie abllity nnd expross pheneetsea
with nnuosunl ense In plgennt pct
LR Miss ['lorin, o voung [Thho T
dian woman who has wreltten il
rectidd a pageant for her ool i )
| “The Fifty. Yenrs' Treall” The po it
lwas glven recently before o canviey
lflm- of the Eplscopnl choreh o the
West, Pantombole pugennts prove the
hest heecpuse the Indinns Kknow how to
net hetter than they koow how 1 s
thelr volees, Mise Delorin, who has
chinrge of the octivities for i
tirly of the Y, W, . A, I8 plunning
Intin'r P Eennts of Tllpn settin vith
prologues In both English aml Tndian

Five English Monarchs “Georges.'

{ Of the English  mopnrohs 1ed
||;1 orgn. the Hrsr bived 07T vears  The
“econd sevemiy-seven svnrs, the third
tfphiy-two yenrs, and the oot
(et vears, Ring G oovge ¥V o% how
:un} live
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